25 8                           CLEMENCEAU
MYSELF : I announced the fact to my wife. . . .,
CLEMENCEAU : And she clawed your eyes out ?
MYSELF : She said,' All right, let's stay/
CLEMENCEAU : Well, you can boast that you have a
wife of a kind they don't make nowadays. Where'll
you go then ?
MYSELF : To a place called Tharon, near Pornic.1 The
country is terrible, so much so that I shan't be tempted
to stroll about.
CLEMENCEAU: I think you're right. We shall be
neighbours. You will be able to come and see me. How
far is it from me ?
MYSELF : Less than a hundred kilometres, and if the
roads are good I should do it in two hours.
CLEMENCEAU : If I can't put you up at my house I have
another next door, where you will be better off in any case
than on a bench. Will you bring your wife ?
MYSELF : If you will allow me to.
CLEMENCEAU : I felt that the tour of the Mediterranean
which you were contemplating was not the thing for you.
You know: Syria, Palestine, Jerusalem, they're all a kind
of lice heap. When I was at Alexandria I wondered if
I ought to go there. I had read things about them that
deprived me of any desire to go nearer. Where else were
you going ?
MYSELF : We were going to make a little tour in Egypt.
We were planning to go as far as Constantinople, coming
back by way of Athens.
CLEMENCEAU : Well, you will do that later: you will
do it as it ought to be done. Egypt should have a whole
journey to herself. Or else it's a farce. You must see
Khartoum. Once when I was at Khartoum someone said
1 On the Atlantic.